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// Midjommer nights Dream. 


Phi* No a my noble Lord ,it is not for you. I hauc heard 
It ouer,and it is nothing, nothing in the world; 

Vnleffe you can finde fport in their intents, 

Extreamely ftrctcht,and cond with cruell paine, 

To doe you fcruice. 

Thef I will hearc that play. For ncuer any thing 
Can be amifle, when fimplcnefle and duty tender it. 

Goe bring them in,and take your places. Ladies. 

Hip . I loue not to fee wretchcdncffe orecharged; 
And duty in his leruice pcrifhing. 

Tbef.W hy gentle fweet. you (hall fee no fuch thing. 
Hip . He faieSjthcy can doe nothing in this kinde. 
Thef. Jhc kinder we,to giuethem thanks for nothing 
Our fport (hall bc,to take what they miftake; 

And what poore duty cannot doe, noble refpeft 
Takes it in might, not merit. 

Where I haue come,great Clearkcs hauc purpofed 
To greete me with premeditated welcomes; 

Where 1 haue feene them fhiuer and lookc pale , 

Make periods in the midft of fentcnccs. 

Throttle their praftiz’d accent in their feares, 

And in conclufion,dumbly haue broke off. 

Not paying me a welcome. Truft me fweetc. 

Out of this filence yet, Ipickt a welcome : 

And in the modetty of fcarcfull duty > 

I read as much,as from the ratling tongue 
Offaucyand audacious eloquence. 

Loue therefore, and tongue-tide fimplicity. 

In leaft/peake moft, to my capacity. 

£geu4* So pleale your Grace,the Prologue is addreft. 
Duke* Let him approach. Flor.Trum* 


Eater the Prologue. 


Quince* 




Pro. If we offend,it is with our good will. 

That you fhould thinke,we come not to offend. 

But with good will. To fhew our Ample skill ? 

That is the true beginning of our end. 

Confidcr then, we come but indefpight. 

We do not come, as minding to content you. 

Our true intent is. All for your delight. 

We are not hecre. That you fhould here repent you. 
The A&ors are at hand ; and by their fhow, 

You (hall know all, that you are like to know. 

Tbcf* This fellow doth not ftand vpon points. 

Lyf. He hath rid his Prologue, like a rough Colt: he 
knowes not the ftop. A good roorall my Lord. It is not 
enough to fpeake, but to Ipeake true. 

Hip . Indeed hee hath plaid on his Prologue, like a 
childe on a Recorders found,but not in gouernment. 

Thef His 1‘peech was b>ke a tangled chaine: nothing 
impaired,but all difordered. Who is next ? 

Tawyer with a Trumpet before them. 

Enter pyramtts find This by , JV.ill^Moone fhine^and Lyon. 

Prol. Gentles,perchance you wonder at this fhow. 
But wonder on,till truth make all things plainc. 

This man is Piramus, if you would know 5 
This beauteous Lady, 7 huby is ccrtaine. 

This man, with lyme and rough-caft,doth prefent 
Wall, that vile wall, which did thefe louers funder: 
And through walls chink(poor foules) they are content 
To whifper. At the which, let no man wonder. 

This man,with Lanthorne,dog,andbufhofihornc, 
Prcfcntcth moone-fhine. For if you will know, 

By moone-fhine did thefe Louers thinke no fcornc 
To meet at Nintu toombe,there, there to wooe: 


This grizy beaft (which Lyon hight by name) 

The trufty Thisby y commingfirft by night. 

Did fearre away, or rather did affright: 

And as (he fled, her mantle fhe did fall 5 
Which Lyon vile with bloody mouth did flalne. 
Anon comes Piramus, fweet youth and tall, 

And Andes his Tbisbies Mantle flaine; 

Whcreat,with blade,with bloody blamcfull blade, 

He brauely broacht his boiling bloudy breaft, 

And Thisby, tarrying in Mulberry (hade, 

His dagger drew,and died. For all thereft. 

Let Lyon y Moonc-(bine and Louers twaine, 

At large difeourfe,while here they doe remaine. 

Exit all but U^alL 

Thcf I wonder if the Lion be to fpeake. 

Derue. No wonder, my Lord: one Lion may, ^ r ncr 
many Afles doe. 

Exit LyoufThisbie^aud Meonejhme. 
Wall* In this fame Interlude, it doth befall, 

That I,one Snewt (by name) prefent a wall: 

And fuch a wall,as I would haue you thinke. 

That had in it a crannied hole or chinkc:' 

Through which the Louers, Piramus and Thisbie 
Did whifper often, very lecretly. 

This loamc,this rough-caft ,and this flone dothfhew, 
That I am that fame Wall 5 the truth is fo e 
And this the cranny is,right and finifter, 

Through which the fearefrull Louers are to whifper, 
Thcf. Would you defire Lime and Hairc to fpeake 
better? 

Deme* Itis the wittieft partition, that eucr I heard 
difcourfc,my Lord. 

Thef Vyramus drawes neere the Wall/ilence. 

Enter Fyramus. 

Pir* O grim lookt nighr,o night with hue foblacke, 
O night,which euer art ? when day is not: 

O night, 6 night, alacke, alacke, alat ke, 

1 feare my Tbisbies promife is forgot. 

And thou 6 vvall,thou fweet and louely wall, 

That (lands beeweene her fathers ground and mine, 
Thou wall, o wall, 6 fweet and louely Yvall, 

Shew me thy chinkc, to blinke through with minceine, 
Thankes courteous wall. loue fhicld thee well for this. 
But what fee 1 ? No Thtsbie doe I fee. 

O wicked walkthrough whom I fee no bliffc, 

Curft be thy ftones for thus deceiuing mee. 

7 hef The wall me-thinkes being fenfible, fhould 
curfeagaine. 

Pir* No in truth fir,he fhould not. Deceiuingme, 

Is Tbisbies cue 5 fhe is to enter, and I am to fpy 
Her through the wall. You (hall fee it will fall. 

Enter Thisbie* 

Pat as I told you; yonder fhe comes. 

Thif* O walkfull often haft thou heard my roones, 
For parting my faireP/r<*w#x,andme. 

My cherry lips haue often kill thy ftones; 

Thy ftones with Lime and Hairc knit vp in thee. 

Pyra, Ifeeavoyce ;now vvillltothcchinke, 

To fpy and I can hearc my Tbisbies face. Thtsbie ? 
Thif My Loue thou arc,my Loue I thinke. 

Pir . Thinke what thou vvi!t,Iam thy Louers grace, 
And like Limanicr am I trufty ft ill. 

Thif And like Helen till the Faces me kill. 

Pir . Not Shafalns to Proem,vt as to true. 

Thif h*Shafolns 10Proerns y lioy»u. 
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AMidfmimer nights Dreame. 

"p^.O kilTeme through the hole of this vile wall. 

Thif. I kifle the walshole,not your lips at all. 

Psr. * Wilt thou at Ninnies tombemectc meftraight 

Wa Thif. Tide life, tide dearh,I come without delay. 

WA Thus haue I HRttljny part difcharged fo; 

And being done, thus mrt away doth go. Ex;t Clow. 

Du. Now is the morall downe betwpene the two 

^®l b °No remedic my Lord, when Walsare fo wil- 
full, to hcate without warning. 

Dut. This\s the fillieft ftuffe that ere I heard. 
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Vut. Thisi^.... r - 

Du. The beft in this kind are but fhadowes, and the 
worft are no worle> if imagination amend them. 

Dut. It muft be j^ur imagination then,& not theirs. 
Dak- If wee imagine no worfc of them then they of 
themfelues, they may pV(fe for excellent men.Here com 
noble beads,in a man and a Lion. 

Enter Lyon and Afoone-fhinc^. 

Lyon* You Ladies, you (whofc gentle harts do frare 
The faialleftmonftrous moufe char crecpcs on floorc) 
May now perchance, both quake and tremble heere, 
When Lion rough in w^deft r/<gc doth roarc. 

Then know that I, one Snug the Ioyncr am 
A Lion fell, nor elfc no Lions dam : 

For if I fhould as Lion come in ftrife 
Into this place, 'twerepittie of my life, 

Du. A verie gentle beaft, and of a good conscience. 
Lem. The verie beft at a bead, my Lord, f ere I faw. 
Lif This Lion is a verie Fox for his valor. 

Du. True,and aGoofcfor his diferetion. 

Dem. NocfomyLord: for his valor cannot carric 
his diferetion, and the Fox carries the Goofc. 

Du. His diferetion I am fure CA nno ? carrie his valor: 
for the Goofc carries not the fox. It is well; leauc it to 
his diferetion,and let vs hea/ken to theMoone. 

Moon , This Lanthorne doth the horned Moonc pre¬ 
fent. . 

De* He fliould haue worne the homes on his head. 

Du. Heeisnocrefcent, and his homes arc inuifible, 
within the circumference. 

Moon. This lanthpinc dotluhe horned Moonc pre¬ 
fent: My fclfe,thcman i , th Moonedotiifccmc to be. 

Du. This is the grc3tcft error of all the reft; the man 
fliould be put into the Lanth0r.1c.H0w is it els the ni3n 
i’th Moonc ? . : 

Lem. He dares not come there for the, candle. 

For you fee, it is already in fnuffe. 

Dut. Iam vvearie ofthis Moonc • wouldfreWoOld 
change. 

Du. Itappearcs by his fmal light of diferetion, that 
he is in the wane: but yet in courtefie, in allrcafon, vve 
muft flay the time. 

Lyff Proceed Moow.' - - 

Moon. All that I haue to fay, is to tell you, that the 
Lanthorne is the Moonc; I, the man in the Mooney ttts 7 
tborne bufh.my chornc bu(b; and this dog,my dbg. 

cm. Why all thefe fliould be in the Lanthorne:for 
they ^ Moone.But fiience;beerr comes 

nr ' tl * . E*terThitbj. 

*]• his is old Nmntes combe; where is my loue ? 
Lyon. Oh. J 

Wrtl L™;°f- 




Du. Well umTbufy. 

Dut. Well fhone Moone. 

Truly the Moonc flunes with a good grace. 

Du. Wei roeuz’d Lion. 

Dem. And then came Piramus. 

Ljf. And fo the Lion vanilht 

Enter Piramtu. 

Pyr. Sweet Moone,l thank t hee for thy funny beame 
I thankc thee Moonc, for /billing now fo bright- 
For by thy gracious, golden, glitiering beatnes ’ 

I truft to tafte of trueli This hies light. 

But ftay: O fpight! but marke,poore Knight, 

What dreadful dole is hecre? 

Eyes do you lee! How can it be : 

O dainty Duckc: O Deere J 

Thy mantle good; what ftaind with blood * 

Approch you Furies fell : 

O Fates/come, come : Cut thred and thrum, 

Quaile, crulh, conclude, and quell. 

^ Du. This paflion,and the death of a deare friend, 
Would go neere to make a man looke lad, 

Dut. Bcfhrew my heart.but I pittic the man. 

Pir O wherefore Narure, did'B thou Lions frame ? 
Since Lion viidc hath hecre deflour’d my deere: 

Which is: no, no, which was the faireft Dame * 

That lin’d, that lou’d, that lik’d.that look'd with checre 
Come teares, conround: Out fword,and wound 
The p3p of Pir awns : 

I, that left pap, where heart doth hop; 

Thus dye I, thus, thus.thus. 

Now am I dead, now am I fled, my foule is in the sky. 
Tongue lof: thy light, Moone take thy flight. 

Now dye,dye,dye,dye,dye. ° 

r f7\ N ° buc an acc fa him; for he is but one. 
thiiio Lcflcchcnan ace man. For he is dead, he is no- 

Du. \\ jeh thehelpe of a Surgeon,he might yet reco- 

uer,and proue an Afle. & } 

Dut. How chance Mnone-flvneisgone befbre? 
Thtshy comes backe, and Andes her Louer. 

Enter Tloubj. 

Duke. She wil finde him by flarrc-ljght* 

Heere fhe comes, and her paflion ends the play, 

Dut. Me thjnkes fhee flrould not vfc 2 long*one for 
iuch a Piramus : I hope fhe will be breefe. 

CUrnC the baIlin «> which Piramus 
which Thubj js the better. (eyes 

Lyf. She hath fpyed him already, with chofe fwcete 
Dem . And thus fhe mean ^,videlicit % 

This. AfleepemyLoue? What,dead my Done ? 

O Piramus arile: 

Spcake.Spcake. Quite dumbe?Dcad,dead? Atombe 
Muft coucr thy fweet eyes. 

ThefoLilly Lips, this cherry nofe, 

Thcfryellow Cowflip cheekes 

Are gone, are gone: Louers make mone; 

His eyes were greene as Leekes. 

O filters three, come, come to mce } 

With hands as pale as Milke, 

Lay them in gore, fince you haue (bore 
With flieeres, his thred offilke. 

Tongue not a word: Come trufly fvvord s 
Come blade, my breft imbrue: 


And 





















































































